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The Wo (gentlemen of 'Otrona. 


bolder to chide you, for yours. 

Val. In conclufion, 1 ftand affetfted to her. 

Speed. I would you were fct, fo your affection would 
ceafe. * 

Val. Laft night fhe enioyn’d me, 

To write fome lines to one (he loues. 

Speed, And hauc you ? 

VaI. Ihaue. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writt ? 

VaI. No(Boy)butaswellas Icandothem: 

Peace, here (he comes. 

Speed. Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he interpret to her. 

VaI. Madam & Miftres, a thoufand good-morrows. 
Speed. Ohj’giueye-good-cv’n : hccr’s a million of 
manners. 

Sil. Sir Valentine,ini feruant, to you two thoufand. 
Speed. He fhould giue her intcrcft: & Ore giues it him. 
Val. As you inioynd me; 1 hauc writ your Letter 
Vnto the fecret, namcles friend of yours: 

Which I was much vnwilling to proceed in. 

But for my duty to your Ladilliip. (done- 

Stl. I thankeyou (genticSeruant) ’cis very Clcrkly- 
Val. Now truft me(Madam)it came hardly-oft: 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writat randome, very doubtfully. 

5/7. Perchance you think toomuchoffornuch pains? 
Val. No(Madam)ifo it ftecd you ,1 will write 
(Pleafe you command) a thouland times as much: 

And yet- 

Sil. A pretty period: well: I ghefle the fequell; 

And yet I will not name it: and yet I care not. 

And yet, take this againe: and yet I thanke you: 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will: and yet, another yet. 

Val. What meancs your Ladifnip ? 

Doe you not like it? 

Sil. Yes, yes: the lines are very queintly writ, 

But (fince vnwillingly) take them againe. 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Silt*. I, I: you writ them Sir,at my requeft, 

But I will none of them : they are for you: 

I would haue had them writ moremouingly : 

Val. Pleafeyou, lie write your Ladilliip another. 
Stl. And when it’s writ: for my fake read it ouer, 
And if it pleafe you, fo: if not: why fo: 

VaI. If it pleafe me, (Madam? ) what then ? 

Sil. Why if it pleafe you, take it for your labour; 
And fo good-morrow Seruant. Exit. Sil. 

Speed. Oh left vnfecnc: infcrutible: inuifible. 

As a nofc on*a mans face,or a Wcthercocke on a ftceple: 
My M after fues to her: and fhehath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill, to become her Tutor. 

Oh excellent deuife, was there eucr heard a better ? 

That my mafter being feribej. 

To himfelfe.fhould write the Letter ? 

Val. How now Sir? 

What arc you reafoning with your felfe ? 

Speed. Nay : I was riming: ’tis you j hauc the reafon. 
Val. To doe what? 

Speed. To be a Spokef-man from Madam Stluia. 

Val. To whom? 

Speed. To your felfe: why, flic woes you by a figure. 
Val. What figure? 

Speed. By a Letter, I fhould fay. 


Val. Why fhe hath not writ to me ? 

Speed. What need fhe. 

When fhee hath made you write to your felfe ? 

Why, doe you notperceine theieft? 

Val . No, belceue me. 

Speed, No belecuing you indeed fir: 

Butdidyou percciue her earneft t 

Val. She gaue me none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Why fhe hath giuen you a Letter. 

Val. That’s the Letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And f letter hath fhe dcliuer’d,&: there an end, 
Val. I would it were no worfe. 

Speed. lie warrant you.’tis as well: 

For often haue you writ to her: and fhe in modefty, 
Or elfe for want ofidlc rime,could not againe reply, 

Or fearing els fome mefleger,^ might her mind difeouer 
Her felfhath taught her Loue himfelf, to write vnto her 
All this 1 fpeak in princ,for in print I found it. (louer. 
Why mufc you fir, ’tis dinner time. 

Val. I haue dyn’d. 

Speed. 1, but hearken fir: though the Cameleon Loue 
can feed on the ayre, I am one that am nourifh’d by my 
victuals; and would faine haue meate : oh bee not like 
your MiftrefTc, be moued, be moued. Exeunt, 


Scma fecund a. 


Enter Prothetu 3 Julia, Panthion . 

Pro . Hauc patience, gentle Julia : 
lul. I mu ft where is no remedy. 

Pro, When poflfibly I can, I will rcturne. 

/«/. If you turnc not: you will return the fooncr: 
Keepe this remembrance for thy Iulicis fake* 

Pro . Why then wee’ll make exchange; 

Here, take you this. 

lul . And ieale the bargaine with a holy kifie. 

Pro * Here fs my hand, for my true conftancie: 

And when that howre ore-flips me in the day. 
Wherein I figh not (Iulia) for thy lake. 

The next enfuing howre, fome foule mifchance 
Torment me for my Loues forgetfulnefle: 

My father ftaies my comming: anfwerc nor: 

The tide is now; nay, not thy tide of teares, 

That tide will flay me longer then I fhould, 

Julia , farewell: what, gon without a word? 

I, fo true loue fhould doe; it cannot fpeake. 

For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace it e 
Pantb. Sir Prothetu: you arc ftai4 FoflAA 
Pro 0 Goe:I come,I come: 

Alas, this parting flrikes poore Louers durabe* 

Exeunt* 




Serna Tertia. 


Enter Lama, Pant him. • v f r 
Launce, Nay, twill bee this howre ere Ihaue done 
weeping: all the kindc of the Lamces , haue this very 
fault; I haue receiu’d my proportion,like the prodigious 

fonne, 
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Sonne, and am going with Sir Prothetu to the Imperials 

Court : I chinke Crab my dog , be the fowrett natured 
A 0 ooc that lines : My Mother weeping : my Father 
wavling: my Sifter crying : our Maid howling,: our 
Catte wringing her hands, and all our houfe in a great 
perplexitie,yet did not this cruell-hearted Curre Ihcdde 
one teare : he is a ftone, a very pibble ftone and has no 
more piety in him then a dogge :a lew would haue wept 
to haue feene our parting : why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, lookc you, wept her felfe blinde at my parting: 
nay, He flic w you the manner of it. This fhooeis my fa¬ 
ther : no, this left fhooe is my father; iio.no, this left 
fhooc is my mother : nay, that cannot bee fo ncythcr: 
yes; it is fo, it is fo : ithaththeworferfole:ihisfliooe 
with the hole in it, is my mother .• and this my father: 
a vcng’ance on’t, there’tis: Now fir, this ftaffc is my fi- 
fter : for,looke you,ftie is as white as a lilly, and as 
fmallasawand : this hat is Nan our maid : I am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himfelfe, and I am the dogge: 
oh.the dogge is me, and I am my felfe : I; fo,fo : now 


come I to my Father ; Father, your blelfing : now 
fliould not the fhooe fpeake a word for weeping : 
now fhould Fkifiemy Father ; well, hce weepes on: 
Now come I to my Mother: Oh that (he could fpeake 
now, like a would-woman : well,lkifi'eher : why 
there’tis; heere’s my mothers breath vp and dovvne: 
Now come I to my lifter; marke the moane fhe makes: 
now the dogge all this while fheds not a teare .• nor 
fpcakesaword : but fee how I lay the duft with my 
teares. 

Pantb. Launce , away, away: a Boord: thy Mafter is 
fhip’d, and thou art to poft after withoares; what’s the 
matter ? why wecp’ft thou man ? away afle, you’l loofe 
theTidc,ifyou tarry any longer. 

Lam. Itisnomatterifthetidewereloftjfor itisthe 
vnkiBdcft Tide,that cuer any m3n tide. 

Pantb. What’s the vnkindeft tide ? 

Lau. Why,he that’s tide her e,Crab my dog. 

Pant. Tut, man : I meancchou’lt loofe the flood,and 
in loofing the flood,loofe thy voyage,and in loofing thy 
voyage, loofe thy Mafter, and in loofing thy Mafter, 

loofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy feruicc:-why 

doft thou flop my mouth ? 

Lam. For feare thou fhouldft loofe thy tongue. 

pantb. Where fhould I loofe my tongue ? 

Lam. In thy Tale. 

Pauth. InthyTaile. 

Ltun. Loofe the Tide, and the voyage, andtheMa* 
fter,and the Sendee, and the tide: why man, if the Riuer 
weredriejam able to fill it with my teares - if the windc 
were downe, I could driue the boate with my fighes, 
Pantb. Come: come away man , I was lent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir: call me what thou dar’ft. 

Pant. Wilt thou goe ? 

Lam. WeM,Iwillgoe. 

Exeunt. 


Enter y,dentine, Stluia,Thurie,Speed, Duke, P rot hem, 
Sil. Seruant. 

V Mifttis. 



Spec. M after, Sir Tburio frownes on you, 

Val. I Boy, it’s for loue. 

Spec. Not of you. 

Val. OfmyMiftrelTethen. 

Spec. Twere good you knockthim, 

Sil. Seruant, you are fad. 

Val* Indeed,Madam,Ifeemelo. 

7 bu. Seeme you that you are not ? 

Val. Hap’lyldoe. 

Thu. So doe Counterfcyts. 

Vat. So doe you. 

Thu. What feeme I that I am not ? 

Val. Wife. 

Thu. What inftance of the contrary ? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quoat you my folly ? 

Val. I quoat it in your lerkin, 

Thu. My lerkin is a doublet. 

Vzl. Well then,He double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What,angry,Sir Tburio, do you change colour? 
V.tl. Giue him lcaue,Madam,he is a kind of Camelion. 
Tba. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then liue in yourayre. 

Val. You hauc faid Sir/ 

Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time. 

Val. I know it wel fir.you alwaies end ere you begin. 
Sil. A fine volly ofworcls,gentlenrie,& quicklyfiiot off 
Vat. ’Tis indecd,Madam,we thank the giuer. 

Sil. Wiio is that Seruant? 

Val. Yourfelfe(fweet Lady)foryou gauethe fire. 

Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your Ladifhips lookes. 
And fpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir,if you fpend word for word with me, 1 fhali 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Val. 1 know it well fir : youhaue{an Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other treaiurc to giue your followers: 
For it appearcs by their bare Liueries 
That they liue by your bare words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: 

Here comes my father. 

Dnk; Now,daughter Stluia , you are hard befet. 

Sir Valentine, your father is in good health. 

What fay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much goodnewes ? 

Val. My Lord, Iwillbethankfull, 

To any happy meflenger from thence. 

Duk. Know ye ‘Don Antonio,yo\ix Countriman ? 

V,el. I ,my good Lord,I know the G encleman 
To be of worth,and worthy eftimation. 

And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Duk, Hath he not a Sonne? 

Val. I, my good Lord,a Son,that well deferues 
The honor,and regard of fuch a father, 

Duk, You know him well ? 

Val. I knew him as my felfe: for from our Infande 
We haue conuerft,and fpent our howres together, 

And though my felfe haue becne an idle Trewant. 
Omitting the fweet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Angel-like perfection: 

Yet hath Sir Prothetu ( for that’s his name) 

Made vfe,atid fairc aduantage ofhis daies: 

His ycares but yong,but his experience old .• 

His head vn-mellowed,but his Iudgcment ripe; 

And in a word (for far bchinde his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I nowbeftow.) 

C He 































































